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Chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
This has been posted here before.. its just been revised and most of the major crap fixed but if we missed 
anything let me know. OH and Ash and me wrote this on one of our major boy binges.. so please be nicell 


"How drunk are you?" 


The question that had seemed so frivolous at the time of its asking now seemed so much more important, and 


Bas had the answer now. 

"Not fucking drunk enough for this shit" 

But the answer came too little to late. Damn Bret. Damn him to hell. This was his fault. If he'd never talked to 
him in the first place, they wouldn't be there. Or, Bas wouldn't be there, and that was really what he was 
after. 


"Izzy and Nikki are fighting in the parking lot. Axl and Slash are there to back Izzy up, but Nikki's got no one. 


Gun's assholes are betting that Izzy's gonna win. You want in on this, man? No way Izzy's gonna beat Nikki in a 


fair fucking fight" 
Bas had leaned back on his barstool and regarded Bret from under hooded eyes. "Whatre the stakes?" 


"IF Nikki wins, the chance to make Axl and Slash your roadies for a day. They're wanting to wager servitude, 


you know how fucked up they are. Come on though, you know Izzy won't win" 


Bas had lit a fresh cigarette and downed his drink before standing. "This is worth it just to watch that little 
bitch get his ass stomped." 


It wasn't long until a small group had gathered in the parking lot, clear of all the cars. The only lights were 
those of a soft orange glow from the tall street lamps strategically placed about the area. The Florida air was 
thick and muggy but not simply because of the humidity. The air was filled with tension as several more small 
groups joined the crowd. Standing to the inside of the circle was Izzy, shifting nervously and smoking one 
cigarette right after another. He hated fights, mostly because he was so small and had virtually no skills. He 
had no real game plan for tonight other than just hitting whoever threatened him and running when things got 
too tough. He tossed the wasted cigarette on the ground and stomped it out under the toe of his boot. He 
almost jumped completely out of his skin when a firm hand gripped his shoulder. 


"Woah. Calm down dude," came the familiar voice of his band mate, Slash. 


"Jesus, you scared the fuck out of me." Izzy rubbed his aching forehead. He imagined if he felt this bad now, 
how bad he'd feel when the Motley boys were done with him. 


"Don't worry man. We got your back. It's just Nikki, not Vince and Tommy, and that other bastard whatever 
the fuck his name is." Slash massaged Izzy's tense shoulders through his thin T-shirt. 


Axl joined Slash in the pep talk, but before he could speak one word everything froze. As if on cue Nikki's 
Camaro rolled into the lot, the headlights nearly blinding the three men before they were shut off. 


"Now c'mon, Izzy. You'll do fine." Slash shoved his friend a few steps in front of him , but before he let him go 
he slipped something into Izzy's back pocket. 


"Use it if you have to," he whispered before giving the brown haired man another shove. Axl glared at Slash 


for a moment before opening his mouth to protest. 
"You gave him a fucking knife? How fucked up are you dude?" 


Slash simply grinned at his friends uptight nature and turned his eyes back to the car. There had been no 
movement yet, and the tinted windows made it impossible to see in All went quiet when the back drivers side 
door, and the front driver side door opened. Instead of a dark haired Motley Crue member stepping out, a pair 
of long slender legs clad in shiny red leather, followed by a built upper body and an amazing head of sandy 


blonde hair that could only belong to none other than Sebastian Bach stepped out into the dim parking lot. Axl 
shot a look of concern to Slash, who couldn't take his eyes off the man. Izzy looked back at his two band 
mates but quickly looked back when Axl's eyes became fiery with anger. He gulped when another individual who 
certainly wasn't Nikki Sixx stepped out; Bret Michaels was yet another person he did not want to see at this 
battle. The new question of the night was: where's Nikki? But that was soon to be answered. The lean Motley 


member finally emerged from the passenger seat of his own Camaro, but why? 


"What's goin on, Michaels?" Axl called, shoving past Slash, but the guitarist knowing his friend, grabbed his arm 
and held him back. 


"Just making sure it's gonna be a fair fight, Axl" The shorter blonde smiled. 
"Shit, since when do you give a fuck--" 


Axl started spouting off curses while Slash watched Nikki's careless movements as he closed the car door; it 


all made sense. 
"Cool it, man. Let em fight." the dark haired guitarist grabbed Axl and pulled him back with him. 


"They call this fair?!? What the fuck is wrong with you Slash?!? You want to be minus one rhythm guitarist?" 
Axl protested before a gloved hand was smacked over his mouth. 


Listen to me," Slash waited for a nod from the stubborn redhead before removing his hand and leaning in 


close to whisper, "Nikki is hammered," Slash finished with a wide grin. 

Axl peered over Slash's shoulder. "How do you know?" 

"Axl, | am an alcoholic. | know these things." 

Axl smiled and messed up his friends hair as Bas hollered something obscene at no one in particular. 


"Lets get this the fuck over. We wanna see Stradlin bleed, roadie," Bret said as he walked by Slash, stopping to 
spit the word roadie in his face. 


It was all he could do to keep from stealing the knife from Izzy and slitting Bret's throat, but he knew itd all 
be worth it to play with talent of Poison's mind for a while. 


Another fifteen minutes and Izzy and Nikki were circling one another with each side screaming at them. Izzy's 


nerves were a wreck. He knew at any moment Bas or Bret could leap in on him and kill him. 


"C'mon Stradlin, lets do this," Nikki taunted taking a swing at him. Izzy ducked and backed up against a random 


car. 


"Hit him, Izzy, dammit!" Slash screamed, literally in Axl's ear who cringed in pain 

Everything came to Izzy in slow motion, Nikki was ready to kill him and eat him for a midnight snack. He didn't 
want to be food for the Crue. With all he had he lashed out, bringing his knuckles crashing into Nikki's forehead. 
He waited for retaliation that never came. Nikki reeled on his feet for a moment before passing out on the 
ground. Izzy looked to Axl and Slash with absolute terror on his face. 


"Nikki, man get up." Bas rushed over and tried his best at reviving his last chance at being a free man. 


"Fuck," Bret cursed before looking to his and Bas's new masters for the evening, who eyed them with a cocky 


grin. 


Axl laughed, a manic sound that made Bas's teeth hurt. When he'd controlled the laughter to only a few 
chuckles he started whistling like you would do to call a dog. "Come on, boys. Come to Axl.” 


"This is bullshit, Michaels. And your fucking fault" Bas gave up his efforts to bring Nikki around and stood. 
Bret groaned. "What're we gonna do with Nikki?" 

"Leave the fucker here for all | care." 

"Shouldn't we put him in his car? Don't want Crue after us if something happens to him." 

Bas warily eyed Axl and Slash. "Its not Crue I'm worried about at the moment" 


Bret blew out an angry breath, ruffling the long blond locks. "So whats the worst that can happen? They make 


us haul a few boxes or some shit. Maybe fix them a few drinks or something.” 


Bas turned his furious brown eyes from the waiting Guns members to Bret. "Tell me you actually believe that 
after looking at them." 


Bret followed his glare to where Slash was leaning against a car, his leather encased legs stretched out in 


front of him. Axl stood beside him, still calling to them like puppies. 
"Guess we shouldn't welch on the bet." Bret was looking more than a little willing to do exactly that though. 
"Guess not. You first though. This was your idea." 


"Fine." Bret heaved a long sigh before heading over to the other men. Izzy was acting shocky, as if he couldn't 
believe he'd won. Hell, Bret couldn't believe it either. He knew he should've made sure Nikki was at least partly 


sober before he'd taken the bet. 


"Good boy," Axl said condescendingly when Bret finally made it to him. "Now get in the car. Its time to have 


some fun" He directed a pointed look at Bas and patted his leg again. "Come on, boy. Don't wanna miss the 


party, do ya?" 
Bas let out a low growl before reluctantly moving in their direction "Fuck you, Axl." 
The redhead exchanged glances with his dark band mate. "Just get in the fucking car, Bach." 


Bas folded his long frame into the backseat of the car next to Bret. It was slightly uncomfortable with his 


knees drawn up, but he'd be damned to complain 
"Why don't you scoot the fuck over and get off me," Bret cursed elbowing the larger man in the ribs. 
"Maybe if you wasn't so fucking stupid you'd know why lm not scooting over," Bas retorted hotly. 
"Maybe if you weren't such a faggot you wouldn't be touching mel" 


"Maybe if you're little narrow ass hadn't talked me into this | wouldn't be practically sitting in your fucking 
lap!" Bas shouted in the smaller mans face, his eyes full of fire. 


"Boys boys, are we going to hafta separate you two?" Slash asked staring down into the car at them with Axl 
looking over his shoulder. You could practically see steam coming from the two blondes ears as they glared at 


the two men they knew would make their lives a night from hell. 


"IF this litle bastard would get the fuck off me--" Bret started but his oxygen supply was quickly cut off by 
a strong pair of hands wrapped around his throat. 


"Hey! Cut it out!" Slash hollered reaching in and grabbing Bas's arms. He quickly jerked the tall blonde out onto 
the pavement and shoved him up against the car by his jacket. 


"| said cut it the fuck out." Slash growled in his slaves face, the heat from his breath radiating against Bas's 
already hot skin All he could do was stand there and take it. A bet was a bet, a deal was a deal. 


"Sit up front with me Bas, you have a better chance at not having your lungs torn out." Axl patted Slash on 
the shoulder on his way around to the drivers side. Slash loosened his grip on the larger man before looking in 


to a wide eyed Bret. 


"Scoot over," Slash said and was pleased when the blonde did as he was told without a moments hesitation. 


Slash climbed in the back beside the nerve wracked singer. 
"Cmon Bas. This'll be fun" Axl smiled at the blonde, knowing he was just adding fuel to the fire. 


He couldn't help himself though. When it came to Bas, he lost all control. He watched tentively as Bas ducked 
into the seat beside of him. His groin tightened at the very sight of those tight red leather pants stretched 


over those amazingly long legs. Bas shut the car door and crossed his arms over his chest. 
"Lighten up Bas, this wont be so bad." Axl grinned and patted the larger mans knees. 


Bas's eyes shot up to look into Axl's. He knew just what the two men had in mind immediately. When the 
redhead was sure he'd struck absolute terror in the heart of the Skid Row front man, he turned and started 


the car, now illuminating the interior with a soft green glow from the dashboard. 


Izzy watched as the long black car pulled away, leaving him there alone with his car, and Nikki Sixx. ‘Guess 
somebody's happy: Izzy thought to himself idly kicking a small rock The crowd had gone as quickly as they'd 
come. It was somewhat depressing knowing that no one really cared. He sighed deeply and turned to get into his 
car. A loud moan caught his attention and he froze in his tracks. Someone, or something, felt just as bad on 
the outside as he did on the inside and that was hard for him to fathom. He turned slowly and saw the man 
only moments ago he'd been terrified of, laying on the ground holding his head with blood coating his fingers. 


‘Izzy, don't leave me here," he mumbled. 


The brown haired guitarist didn't quite know what to do. This could very well be a trap. Izzy ran nervous 
fingers through his hair and stuck his hand into his back pocket, feeling the knife for the first time. He 
swallowed hard and turned for his car. He just wanted to get the hell outta there. His boots pounding against 
the concrete were the only sounds for a few seconds until he heard the voice of that piteous creature once 


again. 
"Fuck," he cursed, stopping once again. "What the hell do you want Sixx?" he called out. 
"Please, please just don't leave me here." 


The black haired man was begging Izzy for his company? This didn't pan out. Izzy reluctantly made his way 
back over to where the broken man was laying before kneeling down beside of him. 


"What kinda sick joke is this Sixx?" the Gunner asked sitting back on his heals. 


"Look can you just get me outta here so we can talk?" Nikki did his best at raising up on his elbow, just to get 
dizzy and almost smash his head open on the concrete again. Izzy's hands saved him from disaster. He looked 


his situation over one side and down the other and couldn't find another solution that would help him sleep any 


better at night. 


"C'mon. Lets get outta here." Izzy moved the tattooed man up to a sitting position before standing. 


It wasn't long til the foursome was out on the highway. Axl's eyes wandered from time to time to the 
beautiful man sitting beside him, but for the most part stayed on the road. He occasionally snuck a glance at 


Slash and Bret, Slash mostly keeping his eyes glued to Bret's body, but not just his eyes. His hands began to 


wander after only a few minutes on the road. 
"What the fuck! Man get the hell off me!" came a loud exclamation from the back seat. 


Axl glanced in the rear view and smiled at the sight. He saw a mass of black leather hovering over the 


terrified blonde. 
Slash gave Bret a sinful smile as he reached for the cloth separating him from the other man's chest. 


"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Bret asked again, quieter this time so as not to draw Axl's eyes 


again. 
"Playing with my new toy," was Slash's reply. 


He balled the thin cotton in his hands and pulled sharply. The cloth resisted him for a moment, making him long 
for that knife he'd given Izzy, but eventually it gave under his relentless onslaught, the sound of tearing loud 


in the quiet car. 


Bret stared at him with fury filled eyes, refusing to give into the barb. He expected Slash to hurt him, to do 
something nasty to him, but Slash leaned down and took a long, slow taste of the flesh laid out before him. 
Bret cringed, but only because of the unexpected gentleness of the touch. Slash started just below his left 


peck and licked up to the top of the muscular globe. When he reached his goal his strong teeth sank in, making 
Bret almost buck him off. 


"Shit! What the fuck was that?" Bret looked down to see if he was bleeding. 


There was no blood but there was a perfect set of Slash's teeth imprinted in his skin. Bret didn't get the 
answer he was seeking, but instead a new form of surprise. Slash buried his face in the nape of his neck 
kissing and licking the soft flesh he found there. One of Slash's hands was tangled in a mass of blonde hair 
while the other moved rhythmically up and down Bret's now bare torso. His own hands were somewhat lost. He 
wanted to resist, he wanted to shove Slash off, but sometimes the body overpowers the mind and he was 


unable to bring himself to do it. 


"Slash, no," Bret mumbled again, only half-heartedly, his hands finally finding their place, one on the back of 
Slash's head and the other on his leather clad back. 


"Quiet," Slash whispered in the blonde's ear before dragging his lips to Bret's pouty ones. 


Bret didn't move. He couldn't even breathe. Those few tense seconds before their lips met felt like an eternity, 
but once they'd made contact it was amazing. Slash was about to lose all control on the smaller man, he knew 
it and somehow Bret did too. Slash pressed harder and lowered Bret so that his head was pressed against the 
seat. The guitarist forced his tongue between Bret's lips and into his hot mouth. For a moment Bret forgot 
what he was doing. He was almost enjoying what Slash was doing to him. Slash broke the kiss abruptly and an 


animalistic growl escaped his lips. 


Izzy's car came to a stop in the dimly lit parking lot outside of the small hotel he and the rest of Guns were 


staying at. Nikki reached for the door handle, he wanted out of the small confides of the car quickly. 


"You wanna tell me whats going on? You were ready to kill me, and now you're---" Izzy asked, not even looking 
over at the dark haired man. 


"Civilized. I'm civilized | wanted to be alone with you because | gotta get something off my chest" 
‘lm listening," Izzy replied. 
Nikki avoided Izzy's eyes and instead concentrated on a bloody spot on his white t-shirt. 


"Nikki?" His name rolled off the guitarists lips, forcing him to look upSomething wasn't right. This whole thing 
seemed like a set up. 


"Can we go in first? This isn't the place for it" 


Izzy nodded, unsure of what else he could do. They'd already come that far. If Motley was around, they 


already had him no matter what. 


Izzy had came around the car door and once again offered his hand to Nikki who took it quickly. He made it into 


the building and into the elevator without leaning on Izzy anymore. 


Izzy's only hope was that Duff or Steven was upstairs to save him if Motley had bugged his room and was 


inside waiting for him. His hands were shaking as he pushed the number on the elevator to his floor. 


"What are you afraid of?" Nikki asked once the doors had closed, leaving them alone once again. Izzy turned to 


him quickly. 
"Huh? Afraid? |'m--" 


“Terrified. You're terrified. And so am |." Nikki gathered his black hair in his hand and flicked it over his 


shoulder. 
"You? Terrified? What are you--" Izzy stopped talking when the elevator chimed and the doors opened. 


"Lets go to your room, this cant wait anymore." 


Axl glanced in the rear view momentarily and felt his groin harden at the very site. Bas covered his face and 


sighed deeply. He was completely disgusted. 


"Dont worry Bas, we're almost there." Axl smiled as his hand moved from it's spot on his knee, to Bas's thigh. 
Bas looked down at Axl's hand, then followed it. He glared at the redhead who simply snickered He was having 


way too much fun. 
"Please take your hand off me. I'm not gonna be your bitch." Bas spoke as calmly as he possibly could. 


"Oh no? You think that little hand thing made you a bitch?" Axl smiled and turned back to the road only for a 
moment. "That's nothin. Take off your seat belt," Axl demanded. Bas arched an eyebrow but didn't move. 


"| said do it!" the fiery redhead exclaimed, catching the attention of the boys in the back. Bas flinched at the 
sudden intensity in Axl's voice and quickly reached beside of him and unbuckled his seat belt. 


"Now what?" Bas asked without even looking up. Axl grinned and tightened his grip on the steering wheel before 


making his demand. 
"Suck me." Axl could feel daggers being shot into his skull by the look on Bas's face. 


"You're fucking crazy man. l'Il be damned if I'm gonna." Bas rambled on spouting a string of curses that even 


Axl had to appreciate. 
"You done?" the redhead asked once he'd quieted down. The blonde nodded and folded his arms over his chest. 


If you don't do what | tell you, | will stop this car and Slash and me will beat you within an inch of your life. 
You can either do what | tell you, like the bitch you are or get your ass kicked, what'll it be Bach?" 


"You crazy bastard. Your shittin me." Bas leaned back once again and laughed but the mockery was cut short 
when he was nearly thrown through the windshield. The car came to a tire squealing halt, throwing Slash and 


Bret from the backseat onto the floor, Bret landing on top. 


Bas threw his hair out of his face and glared daggers at Axl. "Fine, if that's the way it's gonna be, I'll just take 
you two fuckers on and be done with this shit. I'm not gonna suck your fucking dick" 


"No." Axl's maniac smile was back in place. "That's not how it works, Bach. You get the shit kicked outta you, 
then | force you to suck me, and maybe Slash as well. Do you see where this is going? You do it by choice, or 
| make you. What's it going to be?" The smart ass red head reached down to unzip his tight pants, never taking 
his eyes off Bas's. 


"You're one seriously fucked individual, you know that, man?" 


"That's not an answer, bitch." Axl pulled his cock from its prison and was slowly stroking it while he stared at 


the man sitting next to him. He heard Slash laugh softly from the backseat and Bret shifting uncomfortably. 


"What happens tonight stays with us, got it?" Bas said through clenched teeth glancing behind him at Bret and 
Slash. 


"Course, nobody has to know," Slash replied wrapping his arms around Bret's waist. 


The look on Bret's face was one of true confusion. He didn't want this to happen, but he couldn't do anything to 
stop it. Bas suddenly felt sorry for Bret, despite the fact that he could've killed him twenty minutes ago. He 
mouthed the word sorry before turning back around and looking to Axl. 


"Get to work, bitch." Axl reached out and pulled Bas's face down into his lap. Bret turned away, not wanting to 


see anymore than he had to. 


Izzy unlocked his door and fumbled along the wall until he found a light switch. Little did he know that Nikki, 
walking in behind him, had put out the Do Not Disturb sign and locked the door behind them. 


"Now please... sit" Nikki's eyes meant business and Izzy didn't bother to ask questions. He sat on the edge of 
the bed and waited, for what he wasn't sure. 

"| don't hate you Izzy. | never hated you--" Nikki began, sitting on the bed in front of the one Izzy sat on so 
that they were face to face. 


"Whoa whoa, you don't hate me? You've been chasing me all over the country threatening to kick my ass and 
you tell me this? You are a fucked up bastard" Izzy stood and turned to face the window where below the 
people went about their normal lives. Nikki stood too and grabbed Izzy's shoulder whirling him around to face 


him again. His eyes were full of fire and flare. Izzy thought that was the end. 


‘Mmm, turn me on Bret" Slash moaned closing his eyes and laying back. 


'I--, | dont--" The singer stuttered, not really knowing what to do. He'd never done this sort of thing with a 
man, let alone a freak. Slash laughed and shoved Bret back up into the seat. "Slash, wait.--" 


"You what?" 
"| don't think | can do this." There was real fear starting to creep into Bret's brain. 


"Well," Slash petted the side of Bret's face with one teasing finger, "you do have the same option as Bas did, 
but | don't suggest trying to give head with a broken jaw." 


Bret gulped but kept his eyes steady. "You think threats are going to make me wanna do this any more?" 


The darker man's hand drifted from the blond's face to his neck where the gloved fingers slid around his 
throat. "I think you're going to do exactly like I'm asking you to do, and you're going to do it well. Play nice 


without being reprimanded too much and you might even enjoy yourself." 
Fine. What do you want me to do?" 


Slash smiled a predatory smile and removed his hand from the singer's throat. "That's more like it” He shifted 
so that he was sitting beside the other man. "I already told you. Turn me on" 


In the front seat, Axl fisted his hand in all that long blond hair and yanked Bas's head up just before his mouth 
reached certain parts of his anatomy. "Bite me, and I'll throw you through the fucking window, got that?" 


Bas swallowed hard around his dry mouth and nodded in the tight grip. "Yeah, | got it" 


When Axl nodded and loosened the painful grip on his hair he slowly lowered his head again. He tried not to 
think too hard about what he was doing as he opened his mouth and let the head of Axl's cock slide past his 
lips. He closed his eyes tight and paused. 


"I said suck it, bitch, not just put it in your goddamn mouth." 


The tall blond resisted the urge to clamp his jaws together and as gently as he could wrapped his full lips 
around the flesh in his mouth. 


“That's right Bas, good boy." Axl closed his eyes momentarily and leaned his head back against the headrest. He 
almost forgot that they were just sitting there in the middle of the highway. The incessant honking from the 


car behind him jolted him from his erotic state. 


"Fuck!" he cursed slamming on the gas and smoking the tires. Bas attempted to raise up to see what was going 


on but Axis hand wasn't letting him go anywhere. 
"Did | say move?" Axl reprimanded. 


Bas rolled his eyes and did his best to imagine a way to get this over. He knew getting Axl off would be one 
way to end it, but the consequences would be having to swallow a mouthful of sperm.That would be better 
than being beaten up and having to explain to the rest of Skid Row what happened. He thought about the last 
blow job he had, and what the girl did to get him off so quickly. This was truly degrading, he thought to 
himself as he repressed his gag reflexes and took the entirety of Axl's long shaft to the back of his throat. 


"Holy Fuck!" exclaimed the dazed red head as he swerved suggestively toward the guardrail. He jerked the car 
back onto the highway and swallowed hard. 


"Damn, you must've done this before." He grinned, taking his hand off of Bas's head long enough to wipe the 
sweat from his forehead. 


Bas ignored him and concentrated on the job at hand, or at mouth actually by bringing Axl almost completely 
out of his mouth and swirling his tongue around the swollen head, tasting the precum and praying he wouldn't 
throw up. 


"Oh yeah Bas, like that," Axl whispered almost crossing the median into an SUV. 


Completely oblivious in the backseat sat Bret and Slash, Bret as confused and scared as ever. 


The breathy words were having an effect on Slash, but he smiled sinfully again and patted his lap meaningfully. 
Bret turned terrified eyes to the front seat and its occupants before returning his gaze back to Slash, who 
shook his head 


"No, just sit." 


Bret closed his eyes and took a deep breath and turned to face the other man, but Slash once again shook his 


mass of curls. "No. Face front.” 


Tucking his long legs under him he seated himself on Slash's thighs. He heard a throaty laugh and felt hands on 
his hips pulling him back further until his ass was right on top of Slash's groin. The skin tight leather couldn't 
hide the erection straining through. Moving his leather encased hands from Bret's hips to his ribs, he pulled 
him yet farther back until his back was in line with Slash's chest. The guitarist rested his chin on Bret's 
shoulder and stared down the length of his body. "Undo your pants." 


Bret bit his lips together and slammed his eyes shut, his breathing harsh in his ears, but he obeyed, thoughts 
of giving head with a broken jaw running through his mind. 


"Wh-- what are you gonna do?" Bret asked, his voice trembling. 
"You before the nights over." Slash breathed into Bret's ear, licking his lobe while waiting for the singer to 
finish getting his pants unzipped. Bret swallowed hard and closed his eyes tight once again as Slash's snakelike 


arms moved down his torso, across his stomach and to his hips. 


"Lets move these outta my way," Slash said as he yanked Bret's jeans and underwear down just enough to free 


his manhood. Much to Slash's surprise he was already semi-hard. 
"Please, Slash don't," Bret pleaded but his cries went ignored. 


Slash's hands moved to stroke him gently. He had to admit to himself that the leather clad hands did feel good 


but he was absolutely terrified This was the sort of thing he never wanted to enjoy. 


"Give me your hands," Slash whispered, kissing Bret's shoulder. Slash took Bret's hands into his and guided them 
down to his own cock. Bret eyed Slash over his shoulder questioningly. 


"You know what to do." Slash grinned and moved his fingers up to tease Brets nipples, growing harder with 


each movement of the blonde's hands. He'd never enjoyed seeing someone play with themselves as much as he 


had at that moment. 


After bringing the blonds nipple to full attention Slash slid one hand up to Bret's mouth and slipped his pointer 
finger between the pouty lips. The leather tasted foreign but not bad on Bret's tongue. The invasion should've 
disturbed him more, but casting a quick glance in the front seat he figured he was lucky it was just a finger. 


He obediently closed his lips around the digit and sucked it deeper inside his mouth, wrapping his tongue around 
it, his hand never stopping its steady rhythm on his cock. 


Behind him, Slash groaned and ground his hips up into the other man's bare ass, the leather sliding deliciously 
against his flesh. The smell of the material was all around him, invading his senses. He would never be able to 


smell leather again without thinking of this moment. 


The hand on his nipple pinched roughly and he whimpered against the pressure, almost there. He was starting 
to see stars from the pleasure. Little red and blue stars. 


"Shit! Axl! Cops!" 


Bret's eyes shot open at Slash's hoarse shout and realized the little stars was, in fact, a cop car. Axl's 
swerving must've caught their attention 


"Son of bitch!" Axl shouted grabbing Bas by the hair and shoving him out of his way. 
"Shit Axil" Bas snapped rubbing his head. 


"Would you shut the fuck up and zip mel” Axl kept his hands firm on the wheel. He glanced in the rear view 
again to see Bret pulling his jeans up and buckling himself up. Slash grabbed his jacket and laid it across his lap 
to hide his enormous bulge. Bas buttoned Axl's pants and scooted back over to his seat. Axl looked behind him 
for the seat belt but couldn't reach it without losing control of the car again. 


"Bas--" Axl started but before he could ask Bas was leaning over him and pulling the seat belt over his chest 
and buckling it beside of him. Wordlessly the blonde moved back to his seat, buckled in and waited. With a sigh 
Axl pulled to the shoulder. 


"Just stay cool, and they'll never know anything." Slash leaned forward to see that neither of the two singers 


had panicked yet. 


"Is there a problem officer?" the red head asked as a husky uniformed man approached his window. 


"May | see your license please?" he asked, peering over his wide rimmed glasses. Axl passed him the card and 
waited, hoping the officer didn't ask any of them to step out of the car for fear of showing off the bulge in 


his jeans. 
"Do you realize you were weaving Mr. Bailey?" the officer said handing Axl his license back. 


"Uhh yes sir. The umm.. axl.. yeah the axl is screwed up and it wont go strait” That was the stupidest thing 
he could possibly say. The cop eyed him for a moment before stepping back. 


"Get that checked out son. Gonna let ya off with a warning this time." 
Axl rolled the window back up and let his head fall back with a groan. "Jesus." 


He shifted the car into gear again and pulled back on the highway, this time making sure to stay between the 
lines. Bas was pressed up against the door as close as he could get and as far away from the driver as he 
could possibly be. He didn’t think Axl would whip it out again, but he really didn't wanna chance it. Maybe if he 


stayed as still as he could he'd escape further molestation in the car. 
Bret was feeling equally jittery as he eyed Slash with his peri-phial vision. 
"That was close," Axl said to no one in particular. 

"Too close,” Slash added, looking to Bret for some sort of reaction 


"You guys have had your fun, why cant you just let us go? You've fully humiliated us, degraded us and made 
us your personal sex toys. Isn't that enough?" Bas wanted out desperately. He did not want to be alone in a 


hotel room with those guys. 
"Just relax Bas. You've got about 5 minutes til we get there. Then after that it's gonna be a rough night." 


The words did nothing to soothe Bas or Bret. The latter let his head fall backwards and his eyes close. This had 
to be some sort of sick fucking dream. Any minute he would wake up and laugh it all off. Well, maybe not 
laugh. Maybe he'd grab CC and get a drink or something. Yeah, that sounded nice. Best friend and booze. Now, 
to wake up. Bret opened his eyes and groaned. It hadn't worked, of course. Slash was still grinning at him, 


freshly lit cigarette dangling from his lips. 


This wouldn't have been so terrible if he hadn't desperately wanted to be strait. Slash wasn't a bad looking guy, 
he didn't have any major flaws and neither did Axl for that matter. He needed something, booze, drugs.. that 


cigarette. 


"May |?" he asked. 


Slash took one last draw before handing it over. Bret smiled. It was the first kind human thing Slash had ever 
done for him. He took a few draws from it and handed it back It wasn't long until they had reached the hotel. 
Slash had just finished sharing the cigarette with his slave. 


"Cmere Bret," Slash said blowing the smoke back out of his lungs. 

"Wha--" 

"Just c'mere" The dark haired man wore a cocky grin. Bret unbuckled himself and scooted over to Slash. 

"Lay back, close your eyes," he whispered his hand guiding the blonde's head back against the seat exposing his 
neck. Slash straddled his slaves hips and planted a short kiss on his pouty lips before moving down to lick his 
neck from his chin to the thin hair covering his chest. He brought the still lit cigarette down to the wet trail 
left by his tongue and ground it into his flesh, putting the fire out. 


"Sssshit," Bret cursed, his nails digging into the seat. 


"Just a little something to hold you over til we get to the room." Slash grinned and climbed out of the car, 
heading toward the hotel entrance. 


Bret followed, rubbing the spot on his neck where he was burned. It stung like a bitch but underneath the pain 
he could still feel Slash's tongue against his skin. Bas climbed out of the car, looking down and refusing to meet 
anyone's eyes. He was pretty sure he was in shock and reality would set in soon, but for the moment he was 

blissfully numb. Axl gave him an obnoxious slap on the ass and an equally as annoying laugh before crooking a 

finger to make him follow. Bas obeyed without complaint, hoping to earn some brownie points through good 


behavior. Part of him doubted that Axl Rose gave out brownie points, but he could hope. 

The Guns members led their slaves to the elevators where they pushed the button to their floor. Before Axl 
could even turn Slash had Bret pinned against the wall of the elevator with their lips locked and his groin 
grinding against the blondes. 


"Glad you have better self control than he does." Bas turned away from the display and folded his arms over 
his chest. 


"Oh, | do?" Axl grinned moving in behind the taller blonde. 
| should've kept my mouth shut," Bas mumbled burying his face in his hand. 
"You do pretty well with it open" Axl smirked. 


Bas whirled around and brought them chest to chest. Much to the larger mans surprise Axl grabbed two 


handfuls of hair and yanked him down for the first hot searing kiss of the night. Bas fought to free himself 
from the entanglement but to no avail. Bas whimpered into Axl's lips when he felt a curious hand wandering 
between their bodies to his groin. Axl's hand massaged the bulge in the tight red pants and sucked Bas's 
bottom lip into his mouth, his other hand now squeezing the blonde's perfectly sculpted behind. The elevator 
bell chimed and the door opened to an empty hallway. 


"Get the fuck out, now.’ Axl shoved his slave out into the hallway. 


He'd waited long enough and he was ready to have his way with this man. He had waited too long to feel those 
long legs wrapped around him. Slash never broke the kiss with Bret. He simply drug him in the direction of the 
room, not really caring who saw him. He stumbled into Izzy's door, his lips attaching to Bret's neck. Bret was 


breathless. He was a nervous wreck. 
"C'mon guys, hurry up," Axl called down the hallway just before disappearing into his room with Bas. 


"MMm... | cant wait to finish what we started" Slash growled, his fingers brushing a few stray blonde hairs 
from his slaves eyes. Bret blinked and almost fell when Slash drug him away from the door of the rhythm 
guitarist where a Do Not Disturb sign hung on the knob. 


"No, | could never hate you Izzy." Nikki's eyes locked with Izzy's, and for the first time he couldnt look away. 


Neither of them could. Izzy felt his heart beating faster as Nikki moved in closer. He knew what was coming, 
he just didn't know why he was so anxious. Nikki's head tilted slightly and his soft lips pressed gently against 
Izzy's. At first the kiss was tense and stiff. Nikki's hand on the back of Izzy's head gave him just the amount 
of comfort he needed to fall blissfully into grace with this man. He sighed and closed his eyes, wrapping his 
arms around the rockers neck This was thing last thing either of them had expected to happen, but somehow 
no one cared. The anger, the bitter hatred once directed at Nikki had disappeared. It had been replaced with 
something new, something Izzy didn't recognize clearly. Nikki broke the kiss first, the need for air outweighing 


the need for pleasure. 
"Izzy, God lzzy l--" Nikki was at a loss for words. 


"| know," he whispered, his head falling to rest on on the larger mans shoulder. Nikki wrapped his arms around 


him and buried his nose in his hair, taking in his scent. It was uniquely Izzy. 

"I think | fell in love with you the first time | laid eyes on you," he said, tilting Izzy's chin up. He smiled, his 
cheeks flushing red. "You're beautiful" Nikki smiled and directed Izzy backward toward the bed, sitting him 
down. He stepped back and stared down at him, confusing him. 


"What are you doing?" he asked, leaning back on his elbows. 


"Stay like that. Don't move. | wanna remember you just like this," he smiled taking in every inch of Izzy's long 


lean frame, "I wanna make this perfect." Izzy chuckled and watched Nikki watching him. 
"Perfect," he whispered. 


Izzy grinned and waited for Nikki's next move. Nikki crossed the distance between them and stood looking down 
at Izzy. Nikki peeled his shirt from his torso and dropped it on the floor behind him. He leaned over and crawled 
onto the bed, hovering over Izzy. His gold chain dangled above Izzy's face for a moment before the brunette 
took it between his lips. Nikki smiled at him and smoothed his thumb over the smaller mans chin. 


His hair formed a dark curtain around their lips as they met in yet another searing white hot kiss. He pushed 
Izzy flat down on his back, one hand massaging his hip and the other behind his lovers head. Izzy's hands 
moved up and down the smooth skin of Nikki's back and even lower to cup his ass in his hands. The raven 


haired man moaned into his lovers lips, sending a chill down Izzy's spine. 


Nikki broke the kiss and moved down to Izzy's arched neck, biting gently at the soft flesh he found there. 
Hemoved to Izzy's throat sucking until the capillaries broke, leaving a red mark behind. Izzy gasped and dug his 


nails into the other mans shoulders. 


"Mmm Nikki," Izzy moaned, his groin hardening inside his jeans. Nikki grinned and ran his hands under Izzy's 
shirt, finding and pinching his nipples between his fingers. 


"Mmm Fuck," Izzy growled, his hips bucking. He needed release, he wanted it. He wanted Nikki, no matter what 
the consequences. His eyes glanced toward the door when a loud bump caught his attention Apparently Nikki 
hadn't heard it for he never lost a beat. Izzy shook it out of his mind just in time for Nikki to help him pull his 


shirt over his head. 


‘Izzy, has anybody told you how perfect you are?" he whispered, his lips kissing randomly about his lovers 


torso. Izzy closed his eyes and grabbed two fists full of dark hair. 


"No, I've always been the one to be ignored," he replied. Nikki stopped abruptly and looked up. His eyes were full 


of sincerity and the blood on his forehead was starting to mix with sweat and smear. 

"Well you don't ever have to worry about that again" His gaze was unfaltering. Izzy believed him, he didn't 
know why but he did. In just a few short minutes Nikki had used every technique he knew to drive Izzy 
absolutely insane. It worked. After IO minutes of teasing and foreplay, and the remains of the clothing 
discarded, Izzy was begging for anything to give him release. 


"Oh fuck, Nikki please. | want you. Please," He begged, his body slick with sweat. The dark haired man looked up 


from his spot at Izzy's midsection where his mouth did it's magic on the brunettes dripping cock. 
"Are you sure?" he asked crawling back up so that he could kiss him again 


"Yes, please Nikki." 


Nikki smiled and kissed him gently before sitting back on his heels. His hands linked with Izzy's as he pulled him 


to his knees. "Turn around baby." 

Izzy quickly did as he was told, aching for his body to be invaded by the man he'd grown so fond of. 

"You tell me if | hurt you and I'll stop," Nikki whispered kissing Izzy's shoulder. 

Nikki slathered a handful of body lotion that was sitting on the nightstand on his rock hard member before 
pressing the head to Izzy's virgin entrance. Izzy grunted as the head was finally pushed through. The pain was 
terrible but he knew beneath that was ecstacy, somewhere. 

"You okay?" Nikki asked, his hands on Izzy's hips to hold him steady. 


"Yes, yes keep going," Izzy replied, his voice hoarse and wavering. 


Nikki nodded and slowly and carefully pushed into his newfound lover until he was completely buried. He gave 
Izzy time to adjust to his size, which was not easy to do. 


"God damn, Nikki, fuck me!" Izzy cursed, his cock painfully hard against his body. 


Nikki began to thrust in and out of him, slowly at first and then faster as they became more comfortable. He 
reached around Izzy's body and grabbed his leaking cock, jerking him to the rhythm set by their rocking hips. 


"HOLY FUCKING HELLII" Izzy shouted when Nikki's head slammed into his prostate sending little jolts of 
electricity through his body and strait to his cock. 


"Mmm lzzy, you're so tight." 


He growled, feeling his climax closing in on him. With another slam into his lovers prostate, Izzy's orgasm took 
over his body. His body shook as his seed shot out onto his stomach and onto Nikki's fingers. Nikki pumped him 
until he was empty. The whimper and the cry from Izzy's orgasm sent Nikki over the edge. He bit his lovers 
shoulder to muffle a cry and emptied himself into Izzy's ass. Both mens chests heaved heavily as each breath 
came to them. 


"Oh Jesus," Nikki whispered wiping a mixture of sweat and blood on Izzy's back before he pulled out. Izzy 
collapsed on his back, his eyes closed and his mouth open, fighting for composure. 


"God Izzy, you're amazing. Fucking amazing," he whispered, leaning over and lapping at the sticky substance 
coating the Guns members stomach. Izzy opened his eyes and reached down to grab Nikki's wrist, pulling him 


up to eye level. 


"Kiss me," Izzy demanded. 


Nikki quickly pressed his lips against Izzy's, sharing the taste with him. The kiss lasted until they ran out of 


precious air. 
lm in love with you Izzy, | love you," he whispered staring into Izzy's eyes. 


"l-- | think | love you too," Izzy replied with a wry smile, his arms wrapped around his most unlikely lover. 


The dark haired man pulled Bret through the open door of Axl's room where the singer already had Bas on the 
bed, pulling at his clothes. The tall blonde's shirt was already gone and Axl was working on his pants, his mouth 
fastened on an exposed nipple. 

Bas stared straight up at the ceiling as if nothing was happening. Or maybe like he was trying to pretend it 
wasn't. Axl seemed oblivious to his less than rapt audience as he slid off the bed to pull the leather pants and 
shoes all the way off. 

He paused to look appreciatively at the body laid out before him. The man was built like a Greek God and even 
naked, save for the bracelets adorning his wrists, he appeared quietly defiant, like he was biding his time until 
the right moment to strike. Playing with him was like playing with a deadly animal. It was certainly worth the 
rush, in Axl's opinionAxl pulled his white t-shirt over his head and tossed it on the floor behind him. He 
reached for his jeans but stopped and looked back to Bas who still refused to move. He had a stroke of genius. 
"Hey, get over here," he commanded. Bas raised up on his elbows and looked at Axl. "Do it" 

The blonde sighed deeply and stood, in all his glory, in front of Axl, towering above his head. 


"Mmm you're so sexy." He moaned his hands moving across his smooth chiseled stomach. Bas still didn't stir. 


"Wanna keep your ass outta trouble?" Axl asked, placing small kisses across the larger mans chest. He didn't 
answer. Axl took the initiative and reached up, biting into Bas's neck until he tasted blood. 


"GOD DAMMIT!" Bas exclaimed, his hand flying to his neck only to be coated in blood. 

"Answer me when | speak to you bitch!" Axl shouted. "Now do you want that to happen again? HUH?" Axl 
grabbed Bas's chin between his thumb and middle and ring finger, holding their gaze. Bas blinked and swallowed 
hard; he was visibly shaken. 

"No. | don't," he replied quietly. 


"Then at least pretend you're enjoying yourself," Axl took a step back, "and undress me." 


Bas snarled his nose at Axl but stood upright once again and approached the cocky redhead. He hooked his 


thumb in the waist of Axl's tight jeans and jerked their bodies together. 

"That's better." Axl grinned and flicked his hair over his shoulder. 

Bas reached between their bodies and unbuttoned Axl's jeans, then dropping to his knees. His hands rested on 
Axls hips to steady him as he pulled the zipper down with his teeth. Every turn of his neck burned and stung 
like he'd been slashed open with a knife. Axl kicked his boots across the room as Bas moved his jeans and 
underwear slowly down his legs. They pooled at his feet before they too were discarded. 

"Amazing." Axl grinned tipping his slaves chin up. "Now get on the bed." 

Bas hurried to obey and sat on the edge of the bed, awaiting further instruction. 

Slash allowed Bret to watch the show while running his still gloved hands over the exposed parts of the blond's 
chest. The soft leather was smooth as butter against his heated skin. Despite the friction, or maybe because 
of it, the singer was shivering at every pass down his chest to the waistband of his pants. 

Eventually Slash manipulated the zipper down and shoved the jeans and underwear down to his ankles. "You like 
the gloves, don'tcha?" Slash leaned close to whisper in Bret's ear. The blond's response was only a shiver but it 


seemed to please the guitarist. 


Slash grasped his still half hard cock and stroked up and down once then waited. "I can give you what you want. 


You just have to ask And ask real pretty.” 

Bret fought with himself. He would not give into the mind games, but the gloved hand on his cock felt so good. 
He mindlessly bucked his hips forward but the grip on him was tight enough that there was no friction that 
he craved for. He bit his bottom lip until he tasted blood. 

"Please?" he said around the wounded skin. 

Slash nipped at his ear. "I can't hear you, Michaels. Speak up." 

He released his lip from between his teeth and spoke louder. "Please?" 

He bucked his hips forward once more, desperately seeking the attention his body needed after being so close 


to achieving orgasm in the car. 


"Please what, Bret? Ya gotta talk to me." Slash's finger traced a line from Bret's defiant jaw line, down his chin 
and neck and stopping just beneath his belly button 


"Please, Slash," Bret replied in a shameful tone. 


The worst part was that he really wanted to say it. He wanted Slash to please him. Slash chuckled and with one 
hand shoved Bret back onto the other twin sized bed. 


"Say it Bret. You know you want it, and you know | wanna give it to you so say it." Slash crawled up the 
blonde's tan body, his hands moving smoothly up his long legs. 


"l--- | want you to touch me," he stuttered. 


Slash grinned devilishly, now hovering over Brets devastatingly hard cock His tongue snaked out to lap at the 
precum coating the head, his hands massaging the blondes full balls, leather and all. 


"Mmmm... fuck,” Bret moaned, his hands reaching out to tangle in Slash's wild hair. 


This he could handle. A little blow job was nothing. He could certainly handle this. Suddenly his aching member 
was engulfed completely by Slash's hungry mouth. The suction was amazing. Bret's breath caught in his throat 
and his eyes clenched shut so tightly that tears escaped. His body was quickly nearing it's climax. Slash knew it 
to for he let him go and sat up grinning. 


"Like that, huh?" he whispered, crawling up to share the taste of precum with Bret. Slash drug his lips to 
Bret's ear and whispered to him, "get on your knees hot stuff" Terror struck in the blonde's heart. 


"You're not gonna--" he began but a pair of lips came crashing down upon his. Slash's hands sought his out and 
pulled him up to his knees, never breaking the kiss. The dark haired man was actually fueling off of Bret's 


terror. 


"Turn around," Slash demanded standing and unlacing his leather pants. He peeled them from his lean legs. Since 


he'd decided to go commando today, his cock sprang free as soon as the presence of the leather was gone. 


"Slash please not that please--" Bret begged but Slash acted as though he heard nothing. He turned the blonde 


around himself. 


Bret turned his head to stare at him with wide eyes. He was about to plead with the man more when a moan 


caught his attention. He looked to the other bed to see Bas's legs wrapped around Axl's hips. 


Bas clapped a hand over his mouth to prevent any more noises from escaping him as Axl pushed into his body, 


unused to the invasion. 


Axl halted, about half way in, and removed the hand. "Uh uh. | wanna hear everything, Bach. I'm gonna make 


you scream for me." 


The statement made Bas even more uncomfortable than his already penetrated state. He choked down another 


moan but kept his hands away from his mouth, instead fisting them in the sheets. 


Axl leaned down and licked at the still bleeding bite wound on Bas's neck. The taller man hissed but kept his neck 


where Axl could reach it. He was learning fast. 


His body felt as though it were on fire from the inside out. The pain was so great he thought he'd pass out. 
Axl continued pushing until he was completely buried. He himself was in a world of erotic pleasure and pain. Bas 


was so tight, the tightest he'd ever had. It almost hurt being inside of him. 
Just beside of them, Bret watched in horror while Slash practically drooled. 


"Mmmm, Bret. Lets make that be us." Slash growled and pressed his aching member against the blonde's virgin 


entrance. 


"Slash, Ah fuck!" Bret protested, but Slash's nails dug into his hips every time he moved. There was no getting 
out of this without pain. 


"You're so fucking tight," Slash whispered finally getting the head of his member inside. Bret was incredibly 


vocal. With each movement of Slash's hips Bret cried out or screamed. 


"Slash, please stop! You're hurting me!" Bret's eyes began to water and the sweat began dripping into the burn 
wound on his neck thus bringing about another bout of stinging pain and torment. He wondered if the pain 


would ever stop, after all Slash hadn't even halfway violated him yet. 


By the time Slash's hips were pressed against Bret's the blond was practically in hysterics. Far from being 
turned off by this, it fueled Slash's lust, making him pull out and thrust back in savagely seeking his own 
pleasure. He did this several times, knowing he could make it better for Bret but not giving it the extra effort. 


From the sounds of it, Axl had the same thing in mind. While Bas wasn't as panicked as Bret he was far from 
having the time of his life. In fact, he was actually feeling sorry for Bret. He'd never taken him for the crying 
type. Course he could hardly blame him. Bas flinched and a small gasp issued from his throat as Axl leaned 
forward, hips practically slamming into the blond singer. 


Bas was tired of this. Tired of being used like a cheap whore. He stared up into Axl's dilated green eyes and 
said, "Just fucking cum already." 


"You don't tell me what to do bitch!" Axl exclaimed pulling out and slamming back into Bas, this time the head 


of his member slamming into the blonde's prostate. 
"JESUS FUCK---" Bas screamed tearing the sheets beneath his fingers. 


"Like that," Axl pulled out and slammed back into him, "Bitch!" he exclaimed reaching up and grabbing the blonde 
singer's hard cock, jerking him with as much force as his thrusting. 


"AXLI!! Fuck.. lm cumming!" Bas tried to keep his voice as low and as calm as possible but it came out sounding 


like that of a terrified teenager. 


"Then cum bitch," Axl pulled out and slammed into his slave with each word, "just... fucking.. cum" 


Bas's body began to rock and his hips to buck. He went spiraling over the edge as his orgasm tore through his 
body. The sudden tightening of his walls around Axl's hard cock sent the red head spiraling as well. 


"Mmmm... Bas," he growled emptying his seed in Bas's body. 


Axl pulled out and collapsed on the bed beside of an exhausted Bas. Axl's sweaty body stuck to the sheets and 


his breath came to him in short broken sequences. 

"Jesus Christ, he's so fucking hot when he cums." Slash's voice was strained with the effort of his thrusting. 
He turned his head back around to Bret and pounded into him with renewed vigor. Bret whimpered and tried his 
best to evade the harsh assault but those damn leather gloved hands were keeping his hips in place. He tried 
to keep his arms braced under him but eventually his elbows gave out and his head crashed to the bed. 

Slash gave a low growl at the sudden tightening the position caused on his cock He was having trouble 
thrusting now but the added pressure was doing wonderful things to his anatomy. Using his teeth he pulled off 
one of the gloves and scratched bloody welts down Bret's arched back, making him yelp and curve his body 
away from the touch. 

It was too much for Slash. With a strangled shout he shot into Bret and slumped over his stinging back, 
wringing another cry from the man, only this time is was like a muffled plea Slash continued thrusting into the 


blonde until he'd emptied himself completely. 


"Please, please please stop," Bret cried into the covers of the bed. His body was in the greatest amount of pain 


he'd ever felt. 


"C'mere," Slash whispered pulling out and sitting back on his heels. Bret's body stretched out on the bed and 


the only movements were those made by his breathing. 


"Slash," Axl spoke from the darker side of the room as he pulled on his jeans, "let's let em have my room for 


Tonight. They've earned it" 
Slash nodded and sought out his pants in the mass of clothing scattered about the room. 


"We sharing my room?" he asked pulling the leather onto his hips, not bothering to lace them up. Axl grinned 
and grabbed Slash's arm pulling him toward the door. 


"Course" The playful grin on Axt's lips only meant more fun for the two of them. 


The two discarded men on the bed knew they were alone when the door clicked shut. 


"Bret," Bas's voice was hoarse, "Bret you okay?" he asked. He didn't get a reply. 


"Bret." Bas was about to panic. He peeled himself off the sheets and crawled across the distance between the 
two beds. “Jesus, look at you." Bas was in shock The smaller blonde lay on the bed looking at him with big 


teary eyes and his body near mutilation. 


Bas knelt by the side of the bed and reached for Bret's hand. The other man jerked back sharply and moaned 


at the sudden movement. 

Bas took his hand back and whispered, "Can you stand?" 

"| don't know," was his shaky response. 

"We need to get you cleaned up, Bret. You're a mess. That burn looks bad" 

"Hurts." Bret closed his eyes, once again hoping it would turn out to be a dream. 

"So lets get you to the bathroom, okay?" 

Bret just shook his head so Bas stood and went in search of something to clean Bret with. In the bathroom he 
found a bottle of peroxide and grabbed a roll of toilet paper. After pausing to clean himself up quickly he took 
them back to the bedroom he sat carefully on the side of the bed, hating the the simple movement made Bret 
cringe. 

‘lm gonna clean that burn now, okay?" 

Bret nodded, biting his lips when the bubbling liquid poured over his tortured skin He didn't cry out, this slight 
pain so much less than what he'd already went through. Bas dabbed at the wound with the paper, cleaning the 
excess peroxide before moving down to his back. The welts weren't as bad as the burn, but still looked painful. 
Most of them were just raised up lines but there were a few places where the skin had been broken. 

Bas soaked a piece of the toilet paper and touched it to the open areas lightly, trying not to cause any more 
pain than he had to. As he worked down to the injured man's lower back he noticed the wetness leaking from 
between his cheeks. 


He shook his head with a sigh. "Bret, you really should go, uh, clean up, man. You'll feel a lot better if you do." 


Bret gave a small sniff and wiped at his face, stiffly sitting up, only cringing a little. "Yeah, | think you're right” 
He stood and went for the bathroom, pausing in the open doorway. "Hey, Bas?" 


"Yeah?" 


"Thanks, man." 


"Anytime," Bas replied watching the blonde as he lingered in the doorway. 


Bas laid back on the bed and waited for Bret to come back. He was sure they needed to talk. The singer 
reappeared after only a few minutes. He'd contemplated showering but knew the water would hurt more than 
it was worth. He sported a white towel around his waist and the mark on his neck looked horrible against his 


flushed skin. 
"C'mon and lay down." Bas patted the bed beside of him. Bret ran his fingers trough his ruffled hair and 
carefully crossed the distance between them. He winced when he sat and nearly cried when his back met the 


bed. 


"l'm sorry this happened to you Bret, | wish itd been me instead" Bas's fingers played across his friends 
forehead brushing a few stray locks out of his eyes. 


"| feel so fucking dirty Bas." Bret's eyes teared up again and he buried his face in the larger mans shoulder, 


crying in his hair. "I feel like some cheap slut. I'm useless now. Useless," he mumbled into his friend. 

"No!" Bas didn't mean to say it so loud but he couldn't help it. 

Despite his own aching body he felt like finding Axl and Slash and beating the shit out of them. He wanted to 
take the pain from Bret's eyes and just make it go away. "You're not useless, Bret. You're still the same person 
you used to be. You're still my friend” 


Bret shook his head, face still buried in Bas's hair. "I'm not the same, man. And this'll get out. You know it will." 


"| don't think so. Those fuckers don't want anyone to know about them either, | don't think This stays in this 


room. No one will find out, Bret. No one." 
Bret finally looked up into his friends face, his own tear streaked and sad beyond words. "You sure?" 


"Yeah, l'm sure. And it wouldn't matter if it did come out, Bret. I'd still be here for you. You'll never be useless 


in my eyes." 

Bret stared at Bas in something close to wonder on his face. "When did you get so sweet, Bas?" 
Bas shrugged. "Just dont tell anyone, okay?" 

"You're secret's safe with me, too" 


Without thinking too hard about the feeling he was having, Bret leaned over and touched his lips lightly to the 


other man's. Bas didn't move for fear of scaring him, but let Bret do what he wanted. 


Bret pulled back just as quickly as he'd moved in. His bloodshot eyes moved nervously between the pair of lips 
he'd just tasted for the first time, and those confused brown eyes staring right back down at him. His fingers 
moved up to brush gently against Bas's cheek before his smaller hand was captured inside of the other 
blonde's larger one. He brought the smaller hand to his lips and kissed it gently, never taking his eyes away 


from Brets. 

"Kiss me again," he whispered. 

Bret licked his lips before leaning back in for another sweet taste of something other than pain. This time Bas 
kissed back, their lips working together as one. Bas's tongue traced Brets pouty, now cracked, lips as his arms 
wrapped gently around him. 

"What's going on here?" Bas asked pulling back and resting his forehead against Brets. 

"| dunno. Just hold me? And don't leave me." Brets eyes said more than his words. 


"Don't leave you Tonight?" 


Bret didn't answer with words. Instead he reached up and slowly kissed him again. He kissed Bas like you'd kiss a 
lover that you've been with for years. His tongue swept the inner recesses of the other singer's mouth, 


almost like a desperate man. 


He kissed like he was searching for something and Bas had a hunch what he was looking for. He moved his hand 
down Bret's shoulder, careful to avoid any places that would cause pain, and rested his fingers on his towel 
clad hip. 


Bret whimpered against Bas's lips. Bas pulled away and looked into the cloudy, confused eyes. "Are you okay?" 
Bret shook his head while biting his abused lips. "I want..." 


Bas smiled softly and lightly kissed him again. "You want me to help you? You want me to show you that you 


aren't useless?" 


"Yes," the whispered word took Bas's breath away and he moved his hand under the towel. Bret hissed when 
his hand gently circled around his hard cock. The touch was light and reassuring, not punishing, as it moved up 
and down several times. Bas's other hand moved up between the pillow and Bret's head so he could pull the 


man closer to him. 
Bret buried his face against the larger chest and moaned deep in the back of his throat. Bas's touch was 
nothing like the one's he'd endured earlier in the night. It was confident and pleasurable without being degrading. 


He thrust his hips forward, mindlessly seeking what his body was craving. 


"Good God, you're beautiful Bret.” He kissed the top of the blonde head just before Bret tipped his head up 


again to look at him. He opened his mouth to say something but all that came out was a breathy sound of 
pleasure that made something in Bas's chest flutter. 


Bret's fingers tangled in Bas's hair as he kissed him hard, the small sounds he was making lost in their joined 
mouths. Whenever Bas's hand came to the tip of his cock he swept his thumb over the head, smearing the 
precum leaking from the slit. His pace quickened and Bret's head fell back once again, his mouth open, in total 


abandon. 

"Come on, baby. Cum for me," Bas coaxed gently, speeding up more. Bret let out a long wail and jets of cum 
shot over Bas's hand. He kept stroking until the spasms stopped and Bret opened his eyes again A slow smiled 
curved his pouty lips and Bas knew why girls went crazy over the singer. It was easy to see it right now. 


Bas used the sheet to clean up the mess they'd made and sat up. "Why don't we switch beds?" 


Bret nodded. "Good idea." They moved to the other bed and resettled down, Bret's head pillowed on Bas's 


shoulder once again. "Thank you." 


Bas kissed his forehead and closed his eyes tiredly. "Any time, man. Any time." 


